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REFUSAL.

Clarindn’s nhsn

Ebo's mute. the rogue, and says me nay,
Whateer 1 ark

Yet all 1 need Is but to touch

The velvet of bier hand to hear

Tho rosebud call e shepherd. dsar—
Clerinda's shy.

.

Clarinda’s shy.

Tho rosebud pouts aud bids me hence
Whate'er 1 ask.

Yot all T noed is but to hold,

¥or she has never been embraced

The liviog circle of hor waist
Clarinda’s ghy.

Clarindn’'s shy
Her pinky ears. those lovely sbelly
Whene'or I speak
She floods apacs with rain of goid,
Yetall I ask is only this
To melt upon ber snow a kiss—
Clarinda’s shy.

THE C ()l \T'S HEIR.

Winter evening among the Maine
hills

Mrs. Gray had come out on the
porch steps, under the shadow of the
freat cedar tree whose blue-berried
clusters flung an aromatic odor on
the wintry air, to sece her pretty
daughter start for the ‘‘party” with
Ehen Johnson.

There wus an accent of annoyance,
not to say vexation, in the voice which
fell very unpleasantly on Mrs. Gray's
ear, as her husband came slowly up
the garden path.

“Hannah,” said
Higwasn't that Eben
passed me, driving our Mary
cutver?"

““Where's the harm?” said Mrs
Gray, answering the tone rather than
the words, as she glanced smilingly
up from her work., “1'm sure he's a
fine young fellow enough, and 1
rather think he and Mary like one
another.”

“‘Harm?®" echoed Noah Gray. “I'm
surprised to hear you ask tbhat ques-
tion, wifee No poor safloring chap
like Eben Johnson is going to marry
Mary Gray, and so I tell you!”

“*‘Are you warm enough, Matie?”

**Oh, yes, plenty warm. Drive a
little slower, Eben, please. I want
that disagreeable Seth Holloway to
pass us.”

“‘Seth Holloway!" he muttered be-
tween his teeth. *Oh, Matie, 1 wish
I were rich!”

“Why®"

““Then your father would like me
as well as that red-haired, one-eyed
Seth Holloway! 1 never used Lo care
anything about riches, Mary.

*‘I remember once, years ago, there
was a pestilence raging at a little
seaport in Italy, where our ship was
anchored. The inbabitants fled,
panic-stricken; but I had no fear and
1 nursed an old grandee through it—
a rich, childish old duke, with a skin
as yellow as a saffron.

*'1 wish you could have
palazzo, Mary, with its orange trees
ani fountains; and yet, he was lonely
and wretched amnd 1t all. I didn't
envy bim Lis wealth. He was very

he, pettishly,
Johnson who
in a

grateful and wanted to adopt me; but |

I wouldn't have stald there for un-
oounted worlds.”
““And bave vou ever scen him
since?”
*Never; but I have many a time
wondered what he's doing in his tum-
ble-down palazzo.”
That low-eaved old house, with the
“oedar tree waving its dark arms over
the porch and the clumnps-of shrubby
llacs in trout, would come in sight
&t leogth, drive as slowly as they
+ choose, and the black shadows of the

'ua-puet sleeping on the snow in the
. 8till, white moonlight, seemed to
~ keep a solemn watch as the little

- sleigh glided up and stopped.

- As Mary opened the sitting-room
door she started back at the sight of
f the group that met her eyes

There was Seth Holloway sitting

. uneasily oo the edge of a chair—her

r_.nﬂur. his gray head resting on his

. outstretched arms on the table—and
L her mother bending over him, trying
through fast dropping tears to whis-

er comforting words.
¢ “Mother! Oh, mother! what has
) ‘ ined?" she exclaimed, springing
8. Gray's ride, while Eben John-
nood dismayed in the doorway.

3“ to me, father! Are you il1?

do hll me what the matter is!
I” groaned Noah Gray

Barsaly, 86 he'lifted bis head and | pered” he

: mdtmmm strained

seen his |

eyes. -‘The matter is that we are
ruined—you are a beggar, child!"

“What does he mean, mother?”
faltered Mary, shrinking back.

**He means, dear, that the man
down in Augusta, whom he indorsed
for, has failed—has run away, and
your father has all the amount, to
Day!’!’

“I tell you what, 'Squire!” said
Eben, pressing forward. “I have
but a little money, but that little is
heartily at your servicee And I'll
write to my uncle, up at Spraysville,
to lend me some money; and I'll
work my fingers to the bone, but that
you and ynurs shan’t come to want?
Don’t take on so, ’Squire—now
dUnPb:H

Noah Gray silently stretched out
his band to nueet the iron grasp of
the voung sailor, whose voice trem-
bled with the fullness of his heart.

Seth Hollowway, who had been un-
easily writhing on theextreme limit of
his chair, got up to depart at this
juncture.

Noah Gray shook his head wearily.

“You mean well, my boy," said he,
*and I thank you; but I'm a ruined
man! After all these years of work
and care toscrape together a little
competence for Hannah and Mary, I
am & ruined man at last.”

“Don’t sir,” said Eben huskily.
*'‘There never was anything so bad
but, what might be bettered!”

Noah did not reply and Mrs. Gray
whispered softly to Eben that per-
haps her husband needed rest. The
brave young fellow took the hint,
only pausing on the threshold to say
to Mary in an undertone:

‘‘Matie, 1 wish more than ever that
1 was a rich man!”

The little red postoffice had been
thronged and vacated in due succes-
sion and now the ruler of the mails
sat all alone on his high stool, swing-
ing his feet and peering over his
spectacles out of the window.

Suddenly he started up.

“Hello Eben! Eben Johnson!"

And Eben, who was riding along
the road, absorbed in inward reflec-
tion, came to an abrupt pause.

'Well, what's wanting?”

“‘Here's a letter for you, with a
New York postmark!” said the man
of stamps, holding up the document
between his forefinger and thumb.

Eben mechanically came forward
and took the letter, turning it curi-
ously over as he walked away.

VA letter for me,” he muttered.
“I'm sure 1 don't know of anybody
who would write to me, unless it was
Mary Gray, and I don’t think she
would write when she could speak so
| much easier. Well, I guess I may
as well open it!™
| And Even opened a brief letter
from a New York aitorney, agent for
{an Italian tirm, simply announcing
the death of one Count of Pietro La-
torino and his bequest to Eben John-
son, seaman, a sum of money which
would have seemed ample fo most
men, but which appeared an exhaust-
|less mine—an Aladdin world of
| wealth—to Eben.

He turned giddily back to the vil-
lage.

“When does the next train leave?”

‘At 11:30,” answered the post-
master—a sort of village oracle.

Three days had elapsed, and Mary

fire, her pretty hands folded and a
faint, feverish glow on her cheek

Mrs. Gray was hustling hither and
thither trying to keep up a semblance
of cheerfulness and Noah sat by the
window. a paper of dates, figures, and
calculations in his hand, which he
despondently gazed at from time to
time.

“Mother.”

Mary spoke in a verysubdued volce,
but' Mrs. Gray's quick ear caught the
low accents, and she came to ber
dauchter's side, caressing the golden
braids of her hair with a loving touch,
as she whispered:

“Yes, darling.”

“‘Mother would you have thought
Eben could stay away from us in our
misfortunes®”

““Hush, dear, don't judge rashly,
maybe something has happened tode-
tain him at home.”

"Wuit. lm-—onl.r wait,” whis

Gray was sitting listlessly before the | ground WHothe: tesin' was, Tasming

the downtown district,

“‘But he might at least send wonl."-

Slowly the sunset faded away from
the walls of the room, and the fre-
light threw its arrows of light and
shadow aboul the ceiling, and the
cricket began to chirp softly between
the fire-bricks, and Mary still sat
there, musing sadly. Was she in
deed forgotten, or——

“Mary—my own Mary!”

Yes, it was he—close beside, with
his strong arms about her and his
eyes looking into hers! No dream—
no delusion—but Eben's own self!

“Did you think I had ceased to re-
member you, dearest? As if I could
ever think of anything else 1No,
love, not until the grave divides us
shall I fail to hold you first and most
precious in my heart!”

“Mr. Gray,"” saild Eben, turning to
the old man, ‘‘what is the amount
for which you areliable, according to
law?”

*‘Seven thousand four hundred and
sixty-nine dollars and forty-two
cents,” answered Noah Gray, me-
chanically, as if he were repeating a
lesson.

Eben laid on the table before him
a check for 38,000,

“It is yours, sir.”

"“Noah Gray scrutinized the bit of
paper through his spectacles with a
pale, almost incredulous face. Then,
with a long breath of intense, inde-
scribable relief, he fell sobbing on
Eben’s shoulder.

Then followed explanations and
Eben told how he had unexpectedly
become beir to the childless old Ital-
ian nobleman, who had in death re-
memlered the American boy who had
nursed him through the pestilential
fever.

Mrs. Gray listened, declaring that
“it was as good as a novel, every bit:"
and Mary, ah! Ebea had only to
watch her face Lo see what she
thought.

My wish has come true. Mattie,"
sald Eben, turning to her as he coo-
cluded, *'I am rich—rich in wealth,
and richer far in your love! May 1
have her, Mr. Gray®”

Noah silently placed her hand in
that of the young man.—Boston
Glote

A Passenger s Vivid Dream.

A young business man of this place
bought a furnace and had it set up
Saturday, says a Moline (IIL) corres-
pondent of the St. Louis Globe-Dem-
ocrat. Sunday he worked all day
showing his wife how to work it, so
she would not burn the house down,
apnd that evening he took a sleeper
for St. Louis. Near Fulton he had a
vivid dream. He thcught his house
was afire and his family was locked
up inside. “With vells of desperation
which fairly froze the blood of the
other passengers in the sleeper he

| kicked in the door and found. the

tioor burped awav, his wife and every-
thing in the house cremated, and he
himself landed in the cellar with a
heavy thud. The blow awoke him,
and picking himself up he found him-
self by the side of the railroad track.
Glancing about him, expecting to see
the train a wreck and the other pas-
sengers killed, he saw in the star-
light bhis train vanishiog in the dis-
tance. He had actually kicked vut
the double window ot his berth with
his bare feet and thrown himself feet
first throqugh the window to the

twenty-five miles an hour, and was
unhurt save three cuts on his left
leg, caused by the broken glass. The
passengers notitled the conductor,
and when the train was backed they
found the man walking to meet it
He was clad only in his night clothes
1t was almost impossible to believe
his story, but his condition and the
deserted berth contailning his clothes
aond the broken window conflrmed it

An Invitation with a Warning.

It is an actual fact that, but a day
or two ago, a cheap restaurant in
whose pro-|ron
prietor is evidently a godly man, and
who hangs up pious placards on his
walls, bore this sign: **Try Our
Mince Pies.” Auad close by it, on
the same wall, this one: *Pre
to Meet Thy God.”—Boston !l’u-

script.
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THE TWO BOYS.

Things Were Evidently Not “Evened Up™
Between Them.

A lady accompanied by her son, a
lIad of about 12 years, was riding in a
street car up-town the other day. The
young gentleman had on what was
evidentlv his first suit of ‘‘grown-up”
clothes. His shirt, collar, tie, and
scarf pin were immaculate. His
suit was evidently made by a good

tailor, and his faultless kid gloves

were ot the latest shade. He was
well pleased with himself and his
mamma was well pleased with him.

At Forty-second street a newsboy
came on the cars carrying his evening
papers. He was rather more wretched
looking than the average newsbay.
His attire consisted solely of a very
ragged shirt and an equally ragged
pair of trousers, which were held on
by a strip of dirty cotton cloth which
served for a suspender. He was hat-
less and shoeless. The most remark
able thing about this newsboy was
that his face and hands were clean.
The boy in the good clothes bought a
paper. He immediately began to
read it as the men do while he ab-
sently held out his gloved hand for
the change.

While the newsboy counted the
pennles intothe palm of the new kid
glove he looked his customer over,
not contemptuously, as one might
imagine, but rather wistfully. Then
he walked slowly out of the car, look-
ing back over his shoulder at the
well-dressed boy.

A change of horses was being made,
and the newsboy stopped outside: of
his window with his papers under his
arms and his hands in his pockets,
still looking at the boy in the derby
hat. The wistful expression deepened
and grew. One could read upon his
face what he was thinking, and a
gentleman who had watched the lit-
tle incident sald with a sigh as the
car started out:

“Things don’t seemed to be very
well evened up in this world,” and
everybody seemed to understand ex-
cept the boy, who was still looking
at his paper, and his mother, who
was fondly gazing. — New York
Times.

Merely Stating His Opinion.

A young lady who is really popular
in Washington society tells the fol-
lowing:

The summer she spent at a moun-
tain resort in Virginia, where she was
the recipient, of course, of 4 number
of attentions from the men, both
young and old. Among the most
persistent . was a yuung 1man
whom I shall conceal by -call-
inz Jones He was very devoted.
He took the girl walking and driving.
He spent money on her, sending candy
and flowers, which cost high at <cer-
tain seasons. Oneevening there was
a hop at the hotel. Between the
dances Mr. Jones proposed a prome-
nade. The night was beautiful and
tbe air balmy. The young lady con-
sented. Jones told her he thought
she was the most charming person he
had ever met; that she wus every-
thing that a man could desire for a
wife. He even sald he loved her
The young woman, not a listle fright-
ened, said:

*‘Bat you know, Mr. Jones, 1 could
never marry you."

He stopped in his rhapsody, and re-
plied;

] haven't asked you yet "__The
Capital

Heating by Electricity.

In some hotels in the West a sys-
tem of heat regulation which is cer-
tainly novel is carried out. For in-
stance, a guest occupying room 156
asks for heat. The order is trans-
mitted to a particular person, the
t.ypewritor of the hotel geunerally.
She goes o a switchboard and con-
nocunn is given elegfirical.y with that

heat to pass into it
'Hn occupant of the room per-
baps, particular. A hot-blooded per-
son wishes merely to keep from freez-
ing; another wants a high tempera-
Each can have his wish, for a
thermostat with a pointer is on the

wall, and the room will keep itself |

as desired. The

tound out afterwards t-hititmltiﬁ tion

TRUMPET CALLS.

Bam’s Horm Sounds m Warning Nots s
the Unredeemed.

HE talent we

’r do not use is the

oue God wants

WHEN falith
goes to market
it always takesa
basket.

TaeEdevil feels
sure of the man
who livesan aim-

¢ less life.
s FarTe and
trial are good friends.

RiGuT is might, but might is not
right.

THE right kind of a prayer never
stops.

TBE voke of Christ will not fita
stiff neck.

He who follows a good man travels
toward God.

A cHILD'S first question is the first
round in the ladder of knowledge.

Gop has filled the world with
teachers for those who want to learn.

A cHRONIC grumbler can be set,
down as a person who loafs too much.

SOME men join church from the
same motive that others rob a bank.

TeE devil is a friend to the man
who helps to put a bad man in office.

IT is better to stand still than to
take step in which God does not lzad.

No MAN can live right for a day
who does not realize that he is tolive
forever.

It is seldom that the Holy Ghost
and a kitchen get on well together in
the same church.

EVERY good man is a light that
God is using to show some sinper the
way to Heaven.

As A publican Zaccheus was very
little, but how fast he grew when he
came to Christ

THE man who knows he has a God
has no business to ever be in want of
anything else.

No PREACHER can keep step with
God whose head is growing , faster
than his heart.

You can't tell how many friends
God has in 2 community by counting
the church spires

Too MANY peoplehave an idea that
religion ecan be measured by the
length of the face,

THE man who works the 'hardest
for the least pay is the one who has
the biggest fortune

THERE are too many preachers who
never have anything to say for Christ
outside of the pulpit.

IF the wife does not get any good
out of the busband's religion it does
not come from Christ.

JesUs taught prudence and econ-
omy when he told His disciples to
gather up the fragments

THE less a preacher believes God’s
promises the more particular he is
about the size of his salary.

TaAxE away the screens from all
the saloon doors, and you will make
the devil lame in his best foot.

Gop made some things merely for

ornament, perhaps, but a Christian |

does not come under that head

SoME preachers never win any bat-
tles with the Sword of the Spirit be-
cause they try too hard to polish it.

THE man who asks God for hil
daily bread will never saw off theend |
of his yard stick In trying to get it.

TaERE is no such thiok as becom-
ing rich while shutting God out of
the heart in order to put money in
the pocket.

First get right with God,and every
dollar that can become a blessing to
you will begin rolling toward you
with all its might.

Tae devil never gets far from the

AN ITALIAN HEROINE.

She Is Working in the Illulmm*
Pareats Over.

In the summer of 1880, a brhhl

secured employment as a servan
having in view the saving of m
enough to pay the passage of her
ents from Italy to this more faw
land. A brief experience showed
that at the low wages she was

fore she could hope to see her parents

garbof a man,
might obtain a man’'s wages. She
did so and readily found employment
on a rallroad which was being bullt
in Pennsylvania

Despite the blistering of her hunds
and the hardships of the labor, she
toiled faithfully for months, living
by herself in a small hut not far from

avoiding association with her fellow
laborers, by whom the su
effeminate young man was not lnﬂ
in high esteem.

amount of money necessary to hrh'
the arents to America, when

- former nelghbor of the family in &
old country was given employment
on the railroad, and placed in the
‘same gang with the strong-hearted

guise was reported to the foreman:
but the latter, on hearing her
thetic story, did not order her
charge.

pick and shovel, happy in the assur-

with her.—Good Housekeepling.

How They Get Down.
“That was a pretty blg storm we

his listener's bag of tobacco, ‘‘but,
lawdy, it wasno't a patch on the one £
was In down off the mouth of the

the brig ‘Betsy Black’ an' we were
ridin' at anchor just outside the
mouth of the river when there came
up the greatest blow you ever see. It

small boats. Well, sir, the water in
that river rizso rapidly that it seemed
as If we was'goin’ up in a balloos
when wezab out in our boats We
went up an' up an’ fnally, as the

scootin’ inland at a mile a minait.

there was no tellin’ where we
We slid along for half a day an’ lbep
the water began to go down just
fast's it riz  First thing we k

tree 240 feet from ground an’ no.
branches to climb down on.”

the listener, breathlessly.
“Why, our boat was one of

here canvas ones an’

turned it over, made a parachute ¢

—Buffalo Express.
He Watched the Gonduomn

eler that if he would feel perf
calm, collected and care-free
eating his lunch at a rallroad r
m‘hﬂmmm‘ OOy
This plan worked first-rate at Wate
ville and Brunswick. At Portla
the traveler concluded to ‘
BmWoulburytothoemtot&

« luxuriously Y
unythtnnuﬂultd m
carelessly inquired of the conductort
“*‘How soon does your train red”
+*What wrain®” .
“Train to Boston.”

‘’Train to Boston! why M

of business reading: *

piece
_rmxam Pntcll’lt’

to obtain it would be a long time be-

young woman. He immediately ree-,
ogoized her, and the fact of her dis .

old salt, as he fliled his pipe out of

it an’ come down nice as you plmo.

.

Italian girl came to New York and

'q, "

here, and she decided to adopt the .,
in order that she T,

Hazelton, and as much as possible

She had npearly accumulated the

)
Jl

k-

£

Amazon in 1853, I wasfirst mate on

He simply consented that
she should go on with the work she
had been pursuing, and at last re- =
ports she was merrily wielding the

¥]

ance that her parents would soon be

"

i
-
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had here the other day,” said the »

1
L

r

we were stuck in the top of a ml. Vg

5

lasted two days an’ then the brig
went ts pieces, an’ we had to taketo =

'
Y

wind was blowin’ inshore, we went

“The water was that high that =
was

“How did you get down?” ntd

Some false friend advised a tn g

a
Y




